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it's a damn rough reward to give him a handsome coffin
for his wife!"
Oh poor rich man! how my heart ached for him. A tear slipped down my cheek; he saw it. " D-d-don't! " he said, " d-don't, my girl, she can t come back, and it hurts her to have anyone grieve. I want you to come and see me, when you get settled here, a-a-and I wish you a great big success. My Sallie liked you, she spoke often of you. I-I-I'll let you know how to get out there, and I-I-I'll show you her dog —old Belle, and you can stroke her, and er-er sit in Sallie's chair a little while perhaps —and er —don't, my girl, don't cry, she can't come back, you know," and shaking my hands he left me, thinking I was crying for Sallie, who was safe at rest and had no need of tears, while instead they were for himself— so old, so sad, so lonely, such a poor rich man! Did he know then how near Death was to him ? Some who knew him well believe unto this day that the fatal fall from the cars was no fall, but a leap — only God knows.
I never paid the promised visit — could find no opportunity — and I never saw him again, that eccentric man, devoted husband, and honest gentleman, Charles Barras.